* The Mountain Oracle *
The sun poured down a dazzling light on the open
space in front of it. The images were in shadow within,
but their forms could dimly be perceived. Surrounding
the space were the local villagers in hundreds. The slope
of green behind was chequered with them, all ages
from dim old men to children at the breast. Looking
over their heads were the royal elephants. The woods,
stretching away endlessly over the mountain landscape,
enclosed them all as in a magic circle.

In the centre of that circle the mediums began to
dance. At first their steps were slow; their arms, twist-
ing and sinuous in spite of age, marked the poses; it
was a measured rite they were accomplishing. Slowly
expression left their faces; cheerful insolence was gone,
the music had welled over them. Now the tempo in-
creased; their movements were of delving inwards;
their eyes had become glazed. At any moment the Ma-
hagiri might possess them, so it seemed. The crowd on
the periphery, straining to hear the imminent cry and
the strange voice, as the spirits entered and addressed
the King, felt themselves swinging round the centre as
if the circle had become a revolving wheel. But the
dance continued; still no voice' was heard. A movement
of alarm passed like a little wind. Was something
wrong? Was the incantation miscarrying? The court
was looking fixedly at the mediums, who seemed ab-
normally distressed. No one noticed that some of the
village people near the forest margin had fled, nor that
the elephants had coiled up their trunks. Then through
a gap in the spectators were seen approaching two
tigers. At leisure they sauntered to the mediums and,
suddenly fatal, struck them down.
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